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BELLS IN AN 
IVORY TOWER 


Did the kine kneel at the mid- 
night which ushered in this day 
well righ two thousand years ago, 
to welcome the Babe, and did the 
ass, which brought Mary to Bethle- 
hem, give thanks tor the great role 
he had played? I would like on 
such a day as this to think that they 
did, and creep within some ivory 
tower, forgetting the world for a 
while, just to believe that all those 
beautiful stories which surround 
the birth of Christ are as true as 
they deserve to be. Perhaps they 
are true: not of a truth to be test- 
ed by material, factual criteria, but 
by their spiritual worth and the 
message they convey, and if the 
legends associated wiih this day 
have any value at all, surely it is 
to be found in some stich direction 
as that which I suggest. Even if 
they are just dreams—dreamt in 
that portion of the arnual night 
when the sun has commenced again 
to mount in the northern heavens, 
bespeaking the dawn of another 
year,—they still have a value, even 
if it is only to recall the childhood 
faiths which made Christmas so 
pleasant a season of the year. There 
are those, dull and dreary people, 
who pontificate at length on the coin- 
cidence of old pagan festivals with 
the advent of Christmas, suggesting 
the early Fathers were more than 
a little artful in the dispersion of 
Christian rejoicings throughout the 
year. But what of it? What if they 
were? Surely it was better to give to 
old observances fresh meanings 
than to try and carve out a set of 
new festivals for those which cus- 
tom had allied so closely to seedtime 
and harvest! What sort of Christmas 
would it be if the rejoicings had 
to be suspended while the land was 
being ploughed, or the seed sown, 
or the crop gathered in? Wisdom 
placed Christmas Day in the quiet 
of the year. 

I like to think of this feast, centred 
round the coming of the Child, as 
childhood’s own, to go bzck and 
enjoy in memory, possibly all the 
keener for that enjoyment, those 
days of early Christmasses. There 
were the whispered expectations of 
the night before wken wide-eyed 
anticipation clambered_ reluctantly 
to bed, lest slcep saoulc rob one of 
the sight of Santa Claus, the rest- 
less few moments when the bells of 
the adjacent churea,—fo: like one 
well known character I lived by the 
church,—broke a child's slumber to 
usher in the weakling Babe who 
was the King ot Kings, even then, 
to his mother. With al re- 
verence, what new born man child 
is not? 

And in the morning the gay find- 
ing of the gifts, not always what 
Santa Claus was asked for, but the 
best he could do in the circum- 
stances, the excited breakfert, and 
the bells again, ringing with a 
strange and joyous fam'liarity, as 
if their metal mouths were tuned 
to an Adeste Fideles, as if the very 
stones themselves were crying out 
in their gladness. Does the rest of 
the day matter, with its midday re- 
pletion and the oncoming tiredness 
in which even the new toys gra- 
dually lost their attraction, and all 
ended in a pleasant sleep? 

A day in an ivory tower! There 
will, it is hoped, be many children 
who will find such refuge today, 
who will be prattling over their 
gifts as some of their elders, per- 
haps, read these lines. This article 
is meant for those latter with an 
exhortation also for a short while 
to creep into a similar edifice and 
slam the portcullis firmly down upon 
the outside world, throwing care 
aside and with it the enmities of 
the workaday calendar, and its wor- 
ries. If the whole world cannot yet 
today join in the glorious melody of 
peace, at least let our own hearts 
be attuned to all that this day has 
meant, does mean, and will con- 
tinue to mean. After all, it is mere- 
ly touching the earth again to spring 
up afresh, reinvigorated for the 
struggle of more mundane days. It 
seems strange that even now a my- 
thological metaphor should tug 
spring so readily to the mind. Yet 
it seems to suggest that deep down 
in those depths where the impon- 
derables of human ‘spirituality are 
waiting to be brought to light, the 
lesson of Christmas has always been 
there, and the yearning for which 
it prorhises fulfilment. Perhaps after 
all there is more real wisdom in a 
child’s unthinking enjoyment of this 
day than in anything which eld has 
devised. If that~is so it will do us 
no harm to touch the earth again, 
like the angels who bending near 
it touched their harps of gold.— 
‘THRASYLLUS. 











A 16-year-old schoolboy hitch- 
hiked more than 2,000 miles from 
Sydney (New South Wales) to 
Bendaberg (Queensland) and back, 
“just because he had not seen that 
town.” The boy said he did the trip 
in nine and a half days at a cost 
of £A3.10.0. He slept out every 
night. The slowest means of con- 
veyance he used was a tractor, 
which chugged along at four miles 
on hour. He stayed only two hours 
in Bundaberg, which is one of the 
biggest centres of the Queensland 
sugar industry. 


Xmas Pars. 


British children still believe 
Father Christmas. 

In the last seven weeks nearly 
250,000 of them have seen Santa 
Claus in a large Oxford Street, 
London. store and only one smail 
girl looked rebelliously into his 
twinkling eyes and declared “I 
don't believe in you.” 

Cowboy suits still head the list 
of small boys’ wants, followed by 
guns, trains, bicycles and roller 
skates. 

To small girls Heaven still in- 
cludes baby dolls. 

. + 8 

A total of 1,500 tons of turkeys, 
about the same weight of other 
poultry, and two million crates of 
rabbits’ will reach Britain from 
Australia in time for Christmas. 


A suburban firm of Adelaide, 
Australia, recently despatched more 
than 100,000 tins of Christmas pud- 
ding to the United Kingdom—the 
last of 2 consignment of more than 
half a million to reach Britain fori 
Christmas. 

Many wives of the firm's employ- 
ees worked part time during the 
day to get the orders away in time 
for Christmas. 


in 


Britain is likely to have a con- 
siderable quantity of citrus fruit 
for Christmas. if negotiations be- 
tween Tel Aviv citrus exporters and 
the British Ministry of Food in 
London prove successful. 

These sources said the Citrus 
Marketing Board have instructed 
the delegation in London to con- 
clude a deal at the earliest mo- 
ment. 

Brjtain last year bought some 
3,000,000 cases and is probably buy- 
ing a similar quantity this year. 

. 

The pictures on British Christmas 
Cards “appear to have nothing to 
do with Christmas,” the Right Re- 
verned G. Veron Smith, Bishop of 
Leicester, declared in the Decem- 
ber issue of the “Leicester Diocesan 
Leaflet.” 

“There are pictures of the coun- 
tryside. of public buildings, of dogs, 
and of flowers, but who could guess 
from those friendly greetings, that 
Christmas is the season of thanks- 
giving for the birth of the Saviour 
of the World,” he complained. « 


. 








. 
Egypt may go dry on New Year's 
We. 


This year’s New Year's Eve coin- 
cides with Muled el Nabi (The 
Prophet's Birthday, or Moslem 
Christmas), when the sale of alco- 
holic drinks in public (establish- 
ments is prohibited. 

Questioned on this point, Premier 
Hussein Sirty Pasha remarked: 
“Islam is the official religion of 
the State.” 

. 

The reputed magic of the East 
is lacking in Singapore as a result 
of the shortage of U.S. dollars. 

The Malayan Magic Circle has 
had to cancel its proposed Christ- 
mas show in Singapore because it 
has been unable to replace £2,000 
worth of equipment which vanished 
during the Japanese occupation. 

. 8 

Santa Claus called on Tommy 
Pace, aged 2% of Xenia, Ohio, early 
this year. 

Friends and relatives, led by a 
real Santa Claus, brought toys and 
sweets. His family decorated a 
Christmas tree. Even snowflakes 
fell in the afternoon. In Santa 
Claus’s sack was a Christmas dinner 
for Tommy’s whole family. 

Merchants in the town contribut- 
ed the gifts. The Santa Claus tem- 
porarily left his job in a local de- 
partment store to help the party. 
Now Tommy has returned to the 
children’s hospital in Columbus, 
Ohio. He is a victim of leukemia. 

Doctors have told his parents 
Tommy will not live until next 
Christmas Day. 


In Parenthesis 


The Deadly Sex 

No woman will wear a hat or 
dress identical to another woman's 
—but all rules are off about mink 
coats. 


A New One 
One bobby soxer to another: 
“Im taking journalism next year. 
Imagine being able to interview 
men without an introduction!” 


The Parfit, Gentil.... 

Mel Blanc tells of the wife, 
praising her husband, who said: 
“He’s so kind, so considerate— 
he’s letting me get a divorce on 
grounds of extreme cruelty.” 


Reasonable Enough 

Husband: “Why is it that we 
haven't more money in our sav- 
ings account?” 

Wife: “Do you suppose it's be- 
cause there are so many ways to 





spend it and only one way of 
saving it?” 

Choosy 

Mr. T. Lang, of Cieveland, O., 
says that he entered a dance 
pēvilion, and after looking the 
availables over for a while 


addressed himself to a nice-look- 
ing gir. Would she dance with 
him? She looked him over cold- 
ly, then said: “Keep talking, 
brother, so's I can see whether 
you interest me intellectually.” 


Honours Even 

During a lecture to freshmen at 
an eastern college, the professor, 
noticed that one of his students was 
fast asleep and decided to throw a 
scare into him. Continuing his talk, 
he walked slowly toward the 
slumbering freshman. Suddenly he 
bent down and shouted: “Same 
question!” 

The student opened his eyes, 





blinked, and gave the perfect re- 
tort: “Same answer.” 
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Merry Christmas: 


Shanghai, 1949 


By A. C. Hyde Lay 


HIS article was 


flashes of yesteryear. 


Well, we quote what was to have 
been the opening paragraph of an 
article intended for November, not 
Christmas. Here goes—with per- 
haps a little mince pie or plum 
pudding thrown in. 


Dosvidanya, Shanghai! 

How many people in the last 
year have said Au revoir, Goodbye, 
Tsai Chien, Auf Wiedersehn, Sayo- 
nara, and Dosvidanya—to You, 
Shanghai? For some Old China 
Hands still here to tear up—as in 
a few cases, four or more genera- 
tions of roots—or even one lifetime 
of roots—not only in China, but in 
Japan, and Korea, also, is—well, 
like having all your wisdom teeth 
pulled at once. Then why dream 
of going? Because some of us 
happen to like our own countries 
very much too, austerity or no 
austerity, and enjoy the great 
blessing of being free to repair 
thither again, from one Delectable 
Land to another. Shipping permit- 
ting, of course! 

“Ah, there’s the rub...._ must 
give us pause,” as Hamlet, Prince 
of Denmark, declared. 

An amusing advertisement for 
chocolates in a London daily news- 
paper (not “The Times”!) was 
observed recently. A drawing de- 
picted a young wife and husband, 
sitting on the floor and sofa respec- 
tively, with a large map of the 
world spread out in front of them, 
ana much B.O.A.C. and other Air 
Travel literature scattered around 
them, while stuck in the corner of 
the ad. was an extract in her own 
handwriting from the wife's letter 
to a friend. It said: “It's such fun 
making plans. I told Patrick I 
couldn't care less where we went 
—short of China—so long as we 
could be together and take along 
with us some of these Black Magic 
Chocolates with their lovely cen- 
tres.” Well, what's the hurry, any- 
how? Why not take a “slow boat 
to China”? It will reach here next 
year. 

Note the “short of China." Some 
people think it 1s, or has been a 
dangerous place to be in during 
the past few years, and in certain 
hot spots it has been so occasional- 
ly, but all foreigners agree in 
adoring Peking and think it is a 
bit of Heaven, as indeed it is the 
Temple of! As for Shanghai, the 
Paris of the Orient, does it not stil 
deserve the name, potentially? 
That romping, round-the-clock 
night life of the twenties and 
thirties has gone, and it as well 
that it has for us oldsters, who 
would find the pace too jet-propel- 
led at our age, and for the young- 
sters who might well employ their 
should-be sleeping hours to better 
advantage than pdrhaps we did as 
we sang in one resort after another, 
“Yes, we Have no Bananas” (1923) 
when the best champagne cost five 
or ten Shanghai dollars a bottle— 
silver dolfars, not notes. The 
peace and quiet of the streets at 
night now is a treat to the lover 
of slumber and a clear head, and 
the eclipse of that mile-long, honk- 
ing, parasitical motor-car queue 
tearing home in vulgar fashion 
from the last cinema shows at 
10.30 p.m. is a great achievement. 
Verily, the new Sanghai has re- 
formed. 

And so say all of us! “For, she’s 
a jolly good fellow....She’s a jolly 
good fellow.... And so say all of 
us.” Still good, mellowing with 
age, like mature wine. 

Youthful Old China Hancs who 
attended tie Si. Andrew's Ball at 
the Shanghai Club, on November 
30, 1949, seem to concur in agree- 
ing that it was the “best ever” 
held here. 

What about it, Mister Hauser, 
you who, in your lurid “Shanghai: 
City for Sale,” published in 1940, 
keep on repeating ad nauseam, and 
with apparent relish, that Shang- 
hai is finished, dead, caput— 
especially the Taipans—as from 
1937. Finished, my foot—and your 
foot, too, Hauser! 


Rainbow on the River 

Why keep on the run and expect 
the Last Trump perenially? Is it 
the rush for the Olympic Games? 
It is néw well over a year since 
the last semi-panic evacuation from 
Tientsin and Shanghai began— 
read the NCDN of early Novem- 
ber, 1948, for the pronouncements 
of pundits at long distance who 
were merrily urging their nationals 
to “get the hell out, of China”; 
p.d.. 

“What in heaven’s name for?” a 
visitor from Mars who had just 
made a grand tour through “this 
planet might well enquire: 

Well, because these who didn't go 
might become engulfed in the hos- 
tilities, presumably, but\.in» the 
outcome how lucky most of us who 
remained behind have been ‘on the 
whole. Profound and daily thanks. 
are due to God, andito the courtesy 
and discipline of the PLA and the 
Chinese people for this happy 
issue out of all. our potential 
afflictions. 

On November 17, 1948, thirteen 
months ago, one statéless gentle- 
man was reported to have leapt-on 
board an LST at a moment's notice, 








as if infected by the gold rush, 
when offered a passage from Tien- 


intended to bear the main caption 

“Dosvidanya, Shanghai!”, but, due to the cheerful modern 

policy of festina lente, or making haste slowly (and the 

slow motion with which diplomacy, transport, and mails 
from home move nowadays must excite the admiration of the most 
accomplished snail or tortoise) we may rest assured that nothing 
will be done at; the hustle, that “make it snappy—I can give you 
two minutes”, is not the order of the big business man or shipping 
magnate today, that the go-getter need not waste his time trying 
to go and get (it will come, like Christmas)—that, 
immobility, or at least a crawling pace, is de rigeur in what used 
to be known as the march (save the mark!) of time and events. 
“Mark Time”, as Mark Twain said. We do. 
orders,” Carson snapped at Oscar Wilde in 1895. 
latter retorted coolly, like a flash. But gone are the lightning 


in fact, 


“Never mind doctors’ 
“I never do,” the 





tsin to Shanghai, leaving behind a 
fully furnished house, unattended, 
while two or three unfortunates 
committed suicide in the unreason- 
ang stampede, and during the 
ensuing months some 6,000 foreign- 
ers departed to sample the bleak 
but hospitable amenities of Samar, 
prior to resettlement elsewhere, 
and others sought a more expen- 
sive rest cure elsewhere. 

How many homesick evacuees of 
every colour of the rainbow must 
now be singing and sighing for 
this Ole Man River, and for the 
bright Neon lights of dear old 
Avenue Joffre? 

The Lights of Shanghai—like 
those of London and Paris—are 
shining again! And shops are full 
of Christmas cards. 

The so-called “blockade” of our 
lovely stream may hem us in tem- 
porarily from the sea, but are we 
cownhearted? No. Prosperity and 
Peace are just around the corner. 

So, a Merry Christmas—all! 

And then all that bunch of gold 
bar and platinum blonde merchants 
who scrammed out on their ear 
on plane after plane to exile in 
Hongkong and “Taiwan’ more 
far.” We don't envy them now— 
and we didn't envy them then. The 
Gospel according to St. Matthew is 
a wonderful commentary and as 
topical now as it was 2,000 years 
ago—might we suggest, in all 
modesty, a close perusal of the 
whole of the beautiful and brilliant 
Chapter 19 of that masterpiece, a 
perfect panacea, in 30 verses. for 
all men. “But when the young 
man heard that saying, he went 
away sorrowful; for he had great 
Possessions.” 


Now Thank We All Our God 

‘Ynroughout this year that 1s now 
ciosing now pountuul has been 
Goas mercy to most us in Shang- 
hal, ror benola: 

d) Church Services: of every 
description have proceedea without 
Jet or hindrance and there is no 
city in tne worid in which we are 
more free to worship publicly our 
God than here, in Liberated Snang- 
hai—read again the North-Chine 
Daily News of the past month or 
two, for its long list of Church 
Services every Saturday and Sun- 
day, and tull reports of inspiring 
sermons by Bishops, Deans, and 
clergy (on Thanksgiving Day, St. 
Andrews Day, and at Holy Trinity 
Cathedral). el 

(2) Cultural Activities abound: 
their name is legion—we have only 
to mention the musical and intel- 
lectual activities of the British 
Council, Alliance Francaise, Italian 
Centre—and the Symphony Con- 
certs presided over by Professor 
Foa; the 300th play of the A.D.C. 
(founded 1867) who have just put 
on “Blithe Spirit” by Noel Coward; 
and the excellent Russian ballet, 
“Coq d'Or”, also in the same week 
at the same Lyceum Theatre. 

Chinese cultural fare has been 
magnificent, too: the beautiful) 
songs of the New China, and the | 
lovely Yang Ko dances, sweet 
sung and danced by healthy, happy | 
Chinese maidens and youths; Mei 
Lan-fang, still as wonderful as ever, 
entertaining us in the  Strand| 
Theatre near Sincere’s emporium; | 
and the Shaoshing music, also at 
the Lyceum Theatre, which drew 
big crowds twice daily. k 

(3) Cinemas galore, with magni- 
ficent films, all the better perhaps, 
for not being of 1949 vintage. We 
alone have seen since Liberation 
Day the following glorious and de- 
lightful pictures: 

“Hamlet” 

“The White Cliffs of Dover” 

“Mrs. Miniver” 

“The Razor's Edge” 

“Fiesta” 

“Rainbow on the River’ 
while “Jane Eyre” is imminent! 

(4) Sports Abounding: Famous 
football matches at the Canidrome 
and on other fields; British Rugger; 
mixed hockey games; basketball 
belligerents; swift softball; tennis 











experts; slow cricket; golf (very 
much so); lawn bowls forever; 
ewimming championships; Chess 


tourneys exacting the best of brains; 
cross word puzzles daily for those 
who like them—the North-China 
Daily News is chock-full nearly 
every morning with full accounts 
of athletic agility and mental 
ility which speak well for our 
virility and stability. iNo Racing). 


Memoirs of William Hickey 
We have just been reading 
Volumé I of the superb old 
“Memoirs of William Hickey” (1749 
fo 1775: Hurst & Blackett, Ltd.) - 
When he arrived in Canton in 
1769, 180 year: ago, and 73 years 
before exiraterzitoriality was even 
contemplated—he found at anchor 
there 22 foreigit ships: five English, 
six French, four Swedes, four 
Danes, and three Dūtch, “all of the 
immense burthen.of from twelve to 
fifteen hundred tons". (page 197) 
If William Hickey came to 
Shanghai today, in 1949, in this age 
of enlightenment and progress, he 
would find in this largest seaport, 
not_only of China, but of Asia, not 
a Single foreign vessel, and Why? 
Not because of an Iron Curtain im- 








posed from inside this country, but 
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Thursday she recalled 


his bed to the stranger. 

“In the morning the family was 
awakened by the singing of a choir 
of angels and looking at their little 
guest they found Him transfigured, 
for He was none other than the 
Christ Child. 

“He broke off a branch from ą 
fir tree outside the hut, and setting 
it in the earth said—“See, I have 
glacly received your gifts, and this 
is my gift to you. Henceforth the 
fir shall always bear its fruit at 
Christmas time and be a special 
part of your celebrations, and you 
shall have ever-continuing abun- 
dance.” 

But Mrs. Hawkings told her 
audience also another tale. A tale, 





CHRISTMAS 

‘The annual Christmas Luncheon of 
last Wednesday was attended by 
their friends, Picture shows part of 
Father de Breuvery, Mrs. Price, 
Price, Chairman of the 





though of modern times, to our 
opinion of no less significance. This 
is the story: “One fine summer's 
night, a famous internationa! 
speaker on topics of universal fel- 
lowship and service was addressing 
an audience of 100,000 in a huge 
open air amphitheatre. As each 
member of the audience went in, 
he or she was given a tiny packet 
of matches. Halfway through nis 
address the speaker said: ‘Now 
we are going to have the lights 
extinguished’." Then he asked each 
of them to strike a match simul- 
taneously,— and the light of 100,- 
000 matches brightly illumined the 
scene. ‘There!’ cried the speaker, 
‘That is what happens where there 
is united action to spread light.” 


“The world is still, alas, rather 
a dark place. ‘Peace on earth, good- 
will among men’ is still more a 
passionate hope than the expecta- 
tion of fact.” Mrs. Hawkings ex- 
claimed. “Let us be truly grateful 
for this season of cheer and laugh- 
ter and loving kindness,. and let 
us try and make Christmas last as 
long as we can, and spread all the 
happiness possible. When the day 
comes that there will be real in- 
ternational friendship and cessation 
of ill-feeling and war, then it will 
indeed be Christmas Day, whatever 
time of year it is; for it will be in 
very truth the Nativity of the 
Prince of Peace.” 









Mrs, Ollerdessen was married to Mr. 
reception was held at the Masonic 
Russian Orthodox Church. From 
and Mrs. G. Chelmis, the groom and 
Mr. P. Chryssanthopoulos, the best 





CHELMIS-OLLERDESSEN WEDDING 


HEN Mrs. W. J. Hawkings addressed the Rotary Club last 


the legend about the Christmas 


Trea which, we think, is so delightful that we like to 
repeat the tale for the benefit of our’readers. 

“It is told,” Mrs. Hawkings said, “that one stormy Christmas 
Eve a humble forester and his family had gathered around their 
cheerful fire when a knocking was heard. On opening the door a 
little child was seen; cold, hungry and exhausted. He was kindly 
welcomed, warmed and fed and little Hans insisted on giving up 


On Thursday Mr. and Mrs. R. W. 
Urquhart gave privately a Christ- 
mas party for the children of some 
of their friends in Shanghai. The 
little guests are reported to have 
had a glorious time with all the 
Christmas fare, sua fun and games, 
with a huge C] umas tree reach- 
ing the high ceiling and with its 
decoration and mination com- 
pletely cdcminating the happy 
scene. 











The Graduation Ball sponsored 
by the Committee of the Shanghai 
Jewish School on Thursday night 


Six graduates of the Shanghai 
Thursday with their diplomas. 

Harry Jorysz, receiving his diploma. 
A. F. T. Holland, is to be seen at the 


GRADUATION CEREMONY 





Jewish School were presented last 
Picture shows one of the graduates, 

The headmaster of the school, Mr. 
miscrophone—Lacks News Photo. 





The traditional Annual Christ- 
mas Luncheon of the Sino-British 
Cultural Association last Wednes- 
day was attended by some eighty 
members and their friends. The 
menu consisted of the traditional 
Christmdés dishes and the British 
Chairman of the association, Mr. 
RJ. Price, in a short address 


wished all those present a merry 
Christmas and happy New Year. 


the official table were: 





was attended by several hundred 


LUNCHEON 

the Sino-British Cultural Association 
many members of the club and 
the oficial table. From left to right: 
Dean Trivett, and Mr. R. J. E. 
SBCA.—Lacks News Photo. 


R. J. E. Price, British Chair- 


The fashion show held at the 
Jewish Club last Tuesday was 
quite a success, and was well- 
attended despite of inclement wea- 
ther. The models by the salon 
“Femina” were effectively demon- 
strated by Misses Larissa Anders, 
Larissa Goloff and Lydia Vino- 
kouroff, the last one being the de- 
signer and owner of the salon. . 

All of the many models had that 
“feminine” touch for which the 
salon is already well-known, and 





The Italian Seamen’s Association held a dinner dance at the Italian 


Club last week. Picture shows from 
presented the Italian S$. $. Lloyd 
Pezzini, Capt. Scelierl, President of 





WELCOMING N. 


Picture shows students of St. John’s 
last week to welcome new students 


G. Chelmis on December 20. A 
Temple after the ceremony in the 
left to right: Miss A. Chelmis, Mr. 
bride, Mrs. P. Chryssanthopoulos, 
man, and Mrs. D. Chelmis, the 





groom’s mother.—Lacks News Photo. 


EW STUDENTS 


University at the dance party held 
of the university—“N.C.D.N,” Photo. 


left to right: Mr. Schloss, who re- 
Triestino, Mr. Paul Rossi, Mrs. 
the Association, and Mrs. Scelieri. 

Lacks News Photo. 





especially the models 
“Prestige,” “Mais oui,” 
flection” were appreciated by the 
audience. Most impressive was th 
final number of the show—"Fe- 
mina”—a grande toilette in pastel 
shades of blue taffeta and shell- 
pink tulle, a creation reminiscent 
of the style the “Pompadour.” 





Several well-known aristes will 
appear in the programme to be 
presented tonight at the grand ball 
at the Soviet Sporting Club, 50 ex- 
Route Pershing, in aid of the 
Shanghai Soviet School. These will 
include Miss Chow Yao-yen, co- 
loratura soprano, Miss Katherine 
Orlovskaya, light opera prima-don- 
na, and the Astor ballet duo. There 
will also be impromptu appearan- 
ces by other performers. 

The dance band will be led by 
G. Pogibin, with the assistance of 
Mike Goldstein and Serge Ermoll. 

The ball will open at 7.30 p.m. 
and reservations are accepted by 


phone — 71504. 
. 


This afternoon Mis Elaine Moo 
will repeat hep performance of 
Beethoven’s first piano concerto 
with the symphony orchestra at 
the Lyceum Theatre at 5.15 p.m. 
This repeat performance was 
prompted by request of the public 
who enthusiastically appreciated. 
Miss Moo’s rendition of the con- 





certo a month ago. 


S.F.X. CLASS OF '24 


The St. Xavier's College Class of '24 
last Thursday in the home of Mr. 
are: Messrs. A. Richards, H. M. das 


held its Annual Reunion Dinner 
A. M. Britto. From left to right 
Caldas; F. Botelho; H. A. Harrs; A. 


Barretto; A. G. da Silva, A. M. Britto and F. J. Lopes. 





Although depleted by recent de- 
partures, the St. Xavier's College 
Class of ‘24, which holds its Re- 
union. Dinner regularly every year, 
rain or shine, once again met last 
Tuesday in the home of Mr. A. M. 
Britto, one of the alumni. 

During the dinner Mr. “Chico” 
Botelho regaled those present with 
colourful tales of Macao and Hong- 
kong; others followed with re- 
miniscences. 








Curtain attempted to be imposed 
from outside the country, apparent- 
ly with the concurrence, or at any 
rate the ineffectual disapprobation 
of all the foreign countries desir- 
ous of trading with China—whose 
Governments claim that they do 
not recognize the legality of this 
“blockade”, and yet, by their in- 
action, countenance, and in fact, 
render it possible! 

Meanwhile, for six months, we 
have been deprived of letters, 
newspapers, and books from home. 
Who, what, precisely, is deriving 
any benefit from all this inanity? 

We are certain that the New} 
Year will see a re-birth of Com- | 
mon Sense. | 

So, we have lingered and lan- 
guished, with love and laughter 
(not tears, like Lin Yu-tang) 
through another radiant Shanghai 
autumn, with its matchless, mellow 
sunshine. 

“Oh How the Ghost of You 
Clings. ...These Foolish Things. .... 
Remind Me of You”—Shanghai! 








pupils, parents and friends of the 
school. 

__ The affair started with the light- 
ing of the last Hanukah candle 
and then the six graduates of the 
year presented their headmaster 
and their teachers with presents. 

After a buffet supper dancing 
started. This was pleasantly inter- 
rupted by some humorous sketches, 
presented by the graduates. During 
the dance several games were held 
and much enjoyed. 

The affair lasted till after 11 a.m. 
and it can be reported that all 
present, pupils as well as the 
grown-ups, were enjoying them- 
selves thoroughly. 


Last Sunday, at the Union Church, 
Anthony Thomas, the infant son of 





“God Rest You, Merry Gentle- 





because of some sort of Bamboo 


men!” A very Merry Christmas! 





CHRISTENING 


man, Mrs. R. J. E. Price, Dean and 
Mrs. Trivett, official guests, Pastor 
Zia, official guest, Fr. de Breuverie, 
official guest, Mr. Geoffrey Hedley, 
Mr. Fu Shu-da, Mr. Julius Lieu, 
Committee member, Mrs. Julius 
Lieu, Committee member, Mr. and 
Mrs. John Kenyon, Sir Robert 
Calder Marshall, Dr. Dunlap, Mr. 
H. W. Chen, Mr. Z. C. Chen, 
Chinese Secretary, Mr. S. K. Shen, 
Committee member, Mr. and Mrs. 
John S. Barr, Committee member, 
Mr. O. P. Edwards, Treasurer, Mr. 
J. Mandy, Committee member, Mr. 
R. J. Harris, Committee member, 
| Mr. H. H. Lennox, Committee 
member. 


the Rev. Frank Short christened 
Mr. and Mrs. R. T. Abery. 





Lacks News Photo. 


The Birth Day Anniversary of 
Sri Guru Gobmd Singh Ji wul be 
celebrated by tne local Sikbs in 
me M.K.D. Sikh Temple at 218 
Chusan Road on Monaay, Decem- 
ber 26, 1949, at 9—1130 am. 
and 2—5 p.m. Members ot the 1n- 
dian community have been invited 
to attend the celebration. 

. 


Early in 1950, distribution of the 
J. Arthur Rank product will be 
taken over by Eagle-Lion, of Aus- 
tralia, under the chairmanship of 
Norman Rydge. This move will 
result ín considerable addıtional 
piayıng time being made available 
tor these pictures by the Greater 
Union Circuit. 

In order that the executives of 
Eagle-Lion in London may learn 
more about their Australian part- 





ners, Eagle-Lion celebrated on 
October 18 as “Greater Union 
Day.” On that day Eagle-Lion 


offices in Oxford Street were libar- 
ally adorned with photos of some 
of the theatres of the Greater 
Union combine. 

Appropriate messages were ex- 
changed between Air Commodore 
West, Norman B. Rydge, and 
Ralph S. Bromhead, and in the 
evening Mr. Bromhead gave the 
executive a short talk about the 
persormel and scope of the Greater 
Union Group in Australia. 

The directors of Eagle-Lion ap- 
preciate fully that while every 
possible penny must be obtained 
from Far Eastern and other mar- 
kets, the greatest and most loyal 
market for British films continues 
to be in the countries of the Com- 
monwealth. 


